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Abstract
HE LOOKED DOWN at her, at her lovely blue eyes and her little silver earrings. She came
only to his shoulder and the dirty porchlight shimmered in her hair. He looked at her and couldn’t
say it...
Good-by 
E LOOKED D O W N at her, at her lovely blue eyes 
and her little silver earrings. She came only to his 
shoulder and the dirty porchlight shimmered in her hair. 
He looked at her and couldn't say it. 
"Good-by," she said, and went quickly up the stairs. 
"Good-by," he said. "Good-by," he whispered again. 
He let the screen door swing shut and walked down the 
steps and across the yard. T h e street was quiet, only the 
lights from the houses and the dim bulb on the corner to 
show the way. 
It's over, he thought. He glanced at his watch. It was 
9:30. "You're a good boy, McGuire," he said to himself. 
"You didn' t say anything, you didn't embarass her, you 
didn' t make an ass of yourself, you just stood there like a 
good boy and didn' t do a goddamn thing!" He kicked a rock 
on the sidewalk, his hands in his pockets, his head down, 
way down. 
Christ. I couldn't do it. I couldn't. I didn't have guts 
enough to say it. It was there. I was ready. I could have. 
But I couldn't do it. 
He shook his head, his jaw set, his eyes narrowed. 
I shoulda took her arm, her hand or something and said 
it. Just said it, without looking at her or nothin', just said 
it and been done with it and let her have the say. 
"Ah, nuts!" He shook his head sharply. 
But what do you say? How do you tell a gal like that 
you — like her, when she's engaged and getting married 
next month, and happy and everything? How do you say it? 
He thought of the months he'd known her, of the boy-
friend in Korea, in the Army, writing letters and her answer-
ing them. H e remembered the cokes and the long talks and 
the agreement and understanding he always felt talking to 
her. 
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And there were the meetings, committees and stuff, with 
her, and how he worked hard for her when she was chair-
man. He never worked hard for anyone else. But her, it 
was different. 
Her, with her short, thick little body and those tremen-
dous sweaters and the little waddle in her walk and the good 
laugh, her he could work for, talk to, be at ease with. 
And she didn't know he was alive! 
No, that isn't right, he thought, crossing the street to the 
house he stayed at, the dirty yellow house he'd been going 
in and out of for three years. 
No, she knew I was there. She liked me, she always was 
nice and talked to me and introduced me to her friends, 
even if they did think I was a square. No, she knew me. 
She even noticed it when I clam up when she talks about 
him and she quit it. Except when he didn' t write or call 
and then she had to talk to somebody and she always said 
I was so nice and crazy to sit and listen to her. Maybe she 
knew how I felt. 
He went in the screen door. T h e hall was dark and he 
wasn't thinking and he went bumping up the stairs. 
I shoulda said it. Like I rehearsed it. Just grab her arms 
and hold her so she can't turn and tell her. She'd under-
stand. Either way. She'd either smile or shake her head. 
I woulda told her how I been looking for a girl like 
her, not a square, one who knows the score. One with 
brains, who understands, who could push me when I need 
it and cuss me and tell me to get busy or go to hell, when 
I should be doing something. Dammit, why didn' t I ask her? 
He knocked the door open and went hurrying in. His 
jacket went in a heap in the corner and he flopped down in 
the chair, his jaw set, his eyes straight ahead. 
And then he caught something, the little card from a 
party when a girl dumped a drink on him and christened 
him "the sourpuss," the little card, stuck up with a thumb-
tack, forgotten, unseen for months. 
"Tis better to have loved and lost — a lot better." 
He sat staring at it, reading it, trying to read it again, to 
make sense out of it. And he cooled off, he was calm, he re-
laxed and he could think. 
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No, he thought, wiping his nose with the back of his 
hand, slowly, and then biting his fingernail. 
No, I was right. I shouldn't have said it. It would have 
embarrassed her to have to tell me — well, what the hell 
could she tell me, that I was nuts to even mention it. T h a t 
I was a nice guy, a swell friend, but that was all. 
Or maybe she'd have laughed. Maybe she'd have got a 
big boot out of it. It sure would have been funny. 
He sat back, still biting his thumbnail, watching the wall, 
seeing his calendar, the dates circled when his check would 
be out and the day his English report was due. 
Gad, how I need her to talk to, to push me. Somebody to 
work for. Anybody. Maybe nobody wants the job. Maybe 
nobody gives a damn. 
He dropped his hands in his lap and rolled his chin over 
against one of his drooping shoulders. 
Too bad she's engaged. 
T h e little card caught his eye. T h e little brown card 
from the party. 
Yeh, it's better. It's a hell of a lot better. 
But he didn ' t believe it. 
- P . / . O'Connell, Sci. Jr. 
T h e meek moon plods its weary way 
Down behind the pines, trimming them with light 
T o naked stockades. T h e old Indian 
Sitting in his time-fixed position 
Before his solitary wigwams, 
Turns his fire-reddened eyes to the waning moon 
And draws deep on his pipe. 
Knowing that the same moon will return 
Tomorrow and next week and next month — 
Tha t it bu t waxes and wanes, 
He chants his death-song 
And blows the blue-black smoke to the four seasons; 
And his blue-black smoke, twisting its groping fingers 
Into the night, has prospects of loneliness far 
Beyond that of the dimmest star. 
— James Wickliff, Sci. '55 
